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“Then decorating my hat with a military feather, it was

gr.dnpun Nancy’s head, and she was greatly elated when
operator showed her her portrait.”

Few West
were gware that they
a famous spy as a native until
Weekly for May 26, 1910
2 the story of a part she
in the Civil War. The story
Marion H. Kerner, a Civil

Jiwlt;l:‘n:; had reasons

D ¢y because It
because of her that he spent
a Confederate n. This
story that ed West
Wians to the fact that there
na in their midst, bur

5,

it

=
War
»

)

transferred to Gauley Bridge.
After a short stay there | was
ordered to proceed to
Summersville, W. Va. On leaving
Gauley Bridge, one of my
comrades, Isaiah D. Maize (now
living in Philadelphia), remarked
to me, “You will come back by
way of the South.” He was a true
prophet, as will now be explained.

After a tedious and penlous
ride over rugged and uncertain
paths, we emerged from the
density of the mountain forest
into the more cheerful and
inspiring sunlight which greeted us
as we tumed our horses’ heads
toward Summersville, on the
broad Clarksburg tumpike. |
reported to Lieutenant-Colonel



Willia * Starr, who commanded
the dr:tn(:‘:hmnt of about sixty
effective men of the Ninth West
Virginia Regiment stationed at
this post, the main body of which
1 had left at Gauley Bridge.
Colonel Starr’s headquarters was
in a pretty, two-story and attic
frame dwelling, which had been
hastily abandoned by 1is
occupants upon the aqproach of
the “Yankee troops.” All the
comforts of a happy country
home were in evidence here. The
parlor fumiture was plain, but
comfortable; the walls were
adomed with engravings and
colored prints or chromos
indicative of the artistic taste of
the family; the dining-room,
kitchen and bedrooms were well
equipped. The large front room
on the second floor, which
formerly had contained a double
bed, was now furnished with four
single cots, which were used by
Colonel Starr, Captain Davis,
Licutenant Stivers and myself.
The double bed had been
relegated to one of the two attic
rooms, for whatever emergency
might arise. It was unexpected
when it did arise.

The little garden back of the
house had been stripped of all
vegetation, so it became necessary
for us to resort to a little foraging
for whatever fresh vegetables our

little hinged wingcY,
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aymphs of the mountains
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{ for the vigilance of the guards,
bilh“ constantly patrolled the
puilding on every side,

The personal comfort of

coners of war was not a subject
serious consideration in those
urbulent times, a place in which
fo secure them being more
important. But here were two
v women, untutoréd and
uncultured, it is true, but still
they were women, and their
condition in this miserable old
puilding excited my sympathy. |
t of the vacant attic in our
peadquarters, and appealed to
Colonel Starr to transfer his
prisoners to this more
ble abode. After much

jon the colonel consented,

and the transfer was dulvy made.
To while away the dreary hours of
their imprisonment, [ supplied
them with sewing material and
flustrated papers, which they
could not read, but they eagerly
studied the pictures. They were
also fumished with such dainties
8 the sutler's wagon afforded,
and | did what 1 could to allay

fears.
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One day an itinerant
ambrotypist came along, and by
permission of the colonel |
‘&xorted Nancy out to the wagon
Under guard to have her picture
fken. She had never seen a
Qmera before, and became very
excited when asked to sit
the instrument, which the
had focused
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MARION H. KERNER

The United States mili
telegraph operator who was bl:frimt;er{i'
E}r ancy Hart until he double-crossed

er.

possession
(herewith).
During the day the door of the
room occupied by the girls was
kept open, so that the guard
patrolling in front might keep an
eye on his charges. No restriction
was placed upon conversation
with the girls, but the guards were
not allowed to enter the room.
Nevertheless, Nancy managed to
win the confidence of one of
them so far as to secure his
musket, probably in order to
convince him that she could
shoulder it as well as she had ever
shouldered her rifle, with which,
she said, her skill had enabled her
to furnish the home with all sorts
of game, large and small, that
abounded in the mountains. No
sooner had she grasped the
musket in her hands, however,
than she stepped back In the
room, and lifting it to heill'
shoulder, fired. Her guard fe
dead at his p}ﬂ:l.hl:ll;l Nlncyd.
r ady,
m%uv:“d out to the barn,

and is reproduced
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NCY HART ESCAPING. A drawing by Millic Anderson for a C & P
Teieypﬁnne Company series of historical sketches used as mailing pieces.

where she mounted Colonel
Starr’s horse, and, without saddle
or bridle, fled away before the
sleeping officials could possibly
realize what had happened, This
was about four o'clock in the
morning. The next thing we heard
was the alarm from the outposts,
but Nancy had escaped, leaving
her unfortunate companion
behind, who related to us the
crcumstances of the shooting of

Ll:: :::;d Just as she had
ne it with h
mstonished eyes. S

Men were immediately sent in

pursuit, the little cabin at the foot
of the mountain was  closely
watched, the mountains were

woured in every direction, but no

and without much resistance
captured the entire force,
including one Dr. Rucker, for
whom the Confederates had long
been looking and whom they were
anxious to capture on account of
his Union proclivities. Even the
men at the outposts were dragged
into the net and lined up in front
of headquarters for the march to
Dixie. Nancy had not forgotten
the little favors which had
shortened  the hours of her
captivity, so when she saw me in
the line of prisoners she hastened
to Major Bailey and told him that
I was not a Yankee, but that |,
too, was a prisoner, and he ought
to let me go. With this assurance
from the girl, he allowed me to

enter the house to get my effects.
My first thought upon

the office was to secure the
line sounder, an

still in place, This 1 did, =
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plt'ti it under an army blanket
which | threw over my arm, made
e down the turnpike in the
w“ﬂn gf Gﬂul'ﬂy Bﬂdﬂﬂ. | hﬂd
ded about a mile when I
came to the place where the wire
pad been cut by the enemy to
prevent communication with the
main body of the regiment,
mers
ﬁ““ﬁ:e the wire “O. K.” to
; Bridge.
mgtmig ti:e act of reporting
(he capture, I was surprised b
& a dozen mounted men, whz
: ached with carbines leveled
gt me and ordered me to desist. 1
omptly obeyed the order, and
likewise aqcepted without
hesitation their pressing invitation
to join them in a little excursion
pack to Summersville. When the
case was reported to Major Bailey,
he flew into a rage and with an
oath threatened to “‘shoot the
little Yankee traitor.” But Nancy
agin came lo my rescue.
she told the majufl never kfél;l
but he put me under guard, nnd:
:d m:m ?T:?ldﬂ at Gauley Bridge
icted, my f
‘“‘;ff —h South!f ace was turned
marched over those rough
mt:{l; paths all day and until
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5 there it was safe
-lllt for the night. This was in
open piece ht:f gmun? on the
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ear o ing
o our .:'7 our troops. Several
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hust] El}burg‘ where we & tﬂ'

hustled into a cattle train and gon;

0 Lynchburg fair m‘un'“'ﬂd:nd sent

Henry Bu

United Staigé Mnj]fgbem of the
Corps, who had lbew Telegraph
previously. From L}%’::h%aﬂtlmﬂ
were sent, on August lﬂfhﬂ L
Belle Isle and thence to ﬁhﬁo
Prison, where we remained u 131
parolled on September lfth
1862. Frank Drummond’s prison
diary of August 3lst, 1862
records that the strect gu'ards had
orders to shoot any prisoner
whose head appeared flush with
the window. One of the operators
forgot himself one day and leaned
out to view the James River. He
drew back as he saw the guard
raise his gun. When the shot was
fired, we heard a commotion
above us and later learned that the
ball had passed through our
ceiling and killed a sergeant who
was sitting on a table in the room
above, four or five feet from the
window.

One day an official of the
prison came into our room and
called out Frank Lamb, Frank
Drummond, Henry Buell, Marion
Kerner, He escorted us to the
office, where we were confront
by General Winder. The o
who had taken us into the ofﬂ::
avoided my inquiry as to ﬁ*:“d
were clrluL but in i
something about hollll:“ had

Confederate telegraphet
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convicted of being a spy, and
ﬁf::‘ we  might hf.y subjected to
whatever punishment the
“Yankee government” imposed
upon him, and meantime would
be held as hostages pending
negotiations. At last a broad
official form was produced,
containing our descr.iphnns and an
obligation for our signature L:r!der
oath. “This,” said Winder, “is a
parole; sign it and prepare to
return to your homes.” After each
had signed his name, it suddenly
flashed upon us that Charlie
Moore was not there. We could
not leave our comrade behind. A
search of the record disclosed the
fact that his name had been
inadvertently omitted. After some
delav the official departed to
bring Moore.

Returning to our ward we
packed up our belongings and
took passage on a wagon to the
James River, where the United
States steamer New York was
waiting to take aboard the
exchanged and parolled prisoners.
We made no landings until we
reached Annapolis, where we were
put ashore and left to shift for
ourselves. Our first thought was of
the telegraph office and a message
to the War Department
announcing our arrival and
destitute condition, Arrangements
for our transportation reached us

1 . We were 3 SOrTy
looking lot of tramps. Not one of

y cared to present himsclf
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costume which had been wom
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